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All went in.    The visitor was given an old
saree used for the image of the Goddess.    The
lady stood by when the  ascetic  performed the
worship of the Goddess and shared the food that
was served later.    This over, the servant of the
hermitage spread a mat in a room adjoining the
inner court yard and placed on it one or two more
old clothes which had been used for the Goddess,
and told the woman that she might go in and
sleep there*    The ascetic told her that he would
be sleeping just outside the door and that she need
have no fear whatever.    The woman  smiled a
little and said:    " God is my refuge ;    I have no
fear."    The "ascetic  sat  outside the  door and
meditated.    A little while later the woman came
out of the room and did reverence to him and
went in again and lay down. A moment after, she
got up again, looked out of the door at the ascetic
with a peculiar look of suspicion on her face, and
shut the door and bolted it inside.
She had neither the innocence of early years
nor the sageness of later life. She was just a
playful young woman; aware of her beauty
yet largely unsophisticated. Her movements and
suspicious ways induced an inclination towards
playfulness in the mind of the ascetic. He had never
before looked at feminine charm so pronounced.